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Happy Birthday! 


Author's Notes: 
In the honor of our Golden Babe's birthday (which is today), | present to you..this fic! Happy birthday, Percy! 


*throws confetti* 


Jimmy couldn't get enough of the sunshine dork. 


When he first met Robert, he didn't have the slightest idea that he would change so much. Of course, Robert 
blew his mind with his otherworldly powerhouse voice belting out bluesy wails; and Jimmy was sure he needed 


this shockingly unheard of blonde gem in his band. 


What he didn't know that this blonde lad had many other talents up his sleeve, enough to make Jimmy sigh 


secretly. 


Sure, Robert was handsome and charming, certainly a ladies‘ man. Almost all the girls of Birmingham were 
after him. However, there still was a streak of naivety and innocence in his ways. When he first stepped into 


the studio, he looked around in childlike wonder. He looked intently at whatever Jimmy was doing, like an 


attentive student listening to his favorite teacher's lecture with rapt awe. Jimmy couldn't help but smile seeing 
the expression of perfect glee on Robert's face, when the latter listened to his own voice for the first time 
through headphones. 


Jimmy began to like him. 


On their first US tour, Robert was like Alice wandering in Wonderland. He'd always wanted to see the country 
of his favorite blues musicians. What he saw was larger than life. There were packed concert halls everywhere 
they went, crowds of screaming fans chanting the band's name, hordes of stark-naked ladies that made him 
strangely aroused. He was like a confused but overjoyed kid, whose gaze flitted among the various sweets laid 


on a table. 


For Jimmy, it was a completely different thing. He didn't know much about Robert except for their mutual 
taste in music and his love for Tolkien This was an opportunity to get to know him, as well as Jonesy and 
Bonzo. He was more than pleased that they all connected perfectly on stage. But Robert was different. His 
connection with Robert was different than with the other two. It was like telepathy; he could read the singer's 
mind and vice versa. He never felt this comfortable playing with anyone else before Robert came along. And it 


made him grin from ear to ear. 
Jimmy was very fond of him. 


Robert was the house of the party wherever he went. All the girls swarmed over him, which was normal as 
he was exceptionally charming, but there was something more. It was a kind of radiance emanating from his 
every pore that affected everyone around him. When he told a joke, everyone laughed, not because of how 
funny it was, but because of his amazing sense of humour. Jimmy was also, unknowingly, one of the people 
charmed by his cheerfulness. Robert's presence alone could make his heart grow light and buoyant. By this 
time, Robert started calling him "Pagey". When Jimmy heard that nickname for the first time, instead of 
scowling, his heart fluttered ever so slightly. 


Jimmy knew something was growing in the pit of his stomach. 


A wild mop of blonde curls prancing about in the midst of weird music was perhaps the most accurate way of 
describing one of their gigs. Robert was a ray of sunshine; always beaming and dancing, as though he was a 
child and the stage was his playground. Jimmy never liked grown ups who acted too childishly, but he loved 
watching Robert be himself, because it was like watching a work of art coming back to life. He didn't know what 
was coming over him, why his cheeks grew hot whenever Robert called his name, but he loved that feeling. He 
loved the way the spotlights bathed Robert's hair in red, blue, green; he loved the way he grinned at the 
crowd and chatted with them; he loved the way his clothes fit snugly, showing off his lines and curves; he 
loved the way his voice harmonized perfectly with his guitar. What he loved the most is when Robert smiled 
at him, his baby-blue eyes sparkling. 


Jimmy was in love. 
y 


Only one month was left of six months of rigorous Touring, and Jimmy was already head over heels for 
Robert. Six months ago, if someone had told him that a man would steal his heart away, he would've punched 
that person in the face. A part of him wanted to let it go, and the other part told him to venture into the 
wild. Jimmy was always a risk taker, so the night before their flight back to England, he confessed his feelings, 
fully aware how wrong it could go. But he needed to get this burden off. 

"Robert, | like you. A lot” 

Robert was confused at first, as to why Jimmy came into his suite out of the blue while he was packing his 
luggage, and state his obvious platonic feelings towards him. Then it hit him. He gave the guitarist a cheeky 


smirk the latter wanted to kiss away. 


"Why, Pagey, I'm flattered. I'm overwhelmed that my allure has transcended boundaries and hit the home 
front." 


"Stop being so smug!" Jimmy cut in, trying to be stern, but blushing furiously. 
"| know it, Pagey. It's hard not to notice the way you blush these days." Robert grinned. 


He knew it all along that he won Jimmy's heart. It was very endearing to him. Parades of groupies blatantly 


fought for his attention, whereas the shy boy called Jimmy Page was too shy to ask for it 
"You knew?" 

"Well, you're not too subtle" Robert chuckled 

"Will you.go on a date with me?" 


Robert inched closer towards Jimmy, making the latter's breath hitch and heart pound, and hooked a finger 
under his chin, looking deep into his eyes. 


"Of course" He smiled. 


Jimmy never felt this giddy in his entire life. 


RER 


It was very different from what they'd been fed in the past six months. There wasn't any raucousness 
around, no wild parties, no throngs of people doing everything under the sun. It was quiet, peaceful, almost 


idyllic. It felt like home. 


On their first date, after dining at a casual restaurant and driving around town, Jimmy and Robert were in the 


latter's new car, parked in the middle of a meadow in the outskirts of London, getting high on weed and 
mindlessly babbling away about philosophical things. And Jimmy loved every single moment spending with 
Robert that evening. 


The moonlight glided over the grass and little wild flowers, lighting everything in an eerie but familiar glow. 
Eventually, they grew quiet, realizing how much they missed being home. 


Jimmy gazed at the moon for a while, thinking about starting an astrological discussion 

"What's your sign, Robert?" 

a 

“0h, good for a frontman! When's your birthday?" It surprised Jimmy that he didn't know it yet 
"Today" 


Jimmy turned to his side, dumbfounded. He watched Roberts perfect face, painted in blue and silver in the 
moonlight, the cute dimples in his cheeks as he smirked. 


"Fooled ya, didn't 1?" 

Jimmy laughed louder more than he should have due to the weed 

"You're fucking with me, right?" Jimmy said between inelegant snorts of laughter. 

"No" Robert dug out his wallet from his pocket, then retrieved his ID and held it up to Jimmy. 
Date of birth: 20.08/948 

The date was the same, but the year was 1964. Robert was now 21 years old 

"Happy birthday!" Jimmy roared, pulling Robert into a hug. 

"Thank you." The sunshine birthday boy smiled, but there was a hint of sadness in it 

"Why didn't you tell me before? I could've got you something" Jimmy whined 


"Didn't wanna ruin the date." Robert tried to chuckle, but there was a faint hint of melancholy in his eyes. It 


really didn't suit in his ever-beaming face. 


"What's wrong?" 


It's just," he sighed, "You're the first one who wished me." 

"That's impossible." Jimmy protested. 

Its true. But thank you. You really made my day.’ 

Jimmy tried to fathom why such an incredible human being didn't get a single birthday wish, when he deserved 
all the love in the world. His eyes probed Robert with questions. He still didn't know so much about his crush, 
and he thought he was the mysterious one. 

"| haven't been in touch with my folks for a while. They're not really happy about how I'm living my life, 
y'know. They tried to get me a job at a bank, but | wanted to sing, so that created a lot of distance. I'm quite 
alright with it these days-" 

"What about Bonzo?" Jimmy cut in. 


"Yeah, he usually calls on my birthday. Maybe he was busy or something. People forget, don't they? Even | 


forget so many birthdays." Robert tried to smile, because at least one person asked. 


"That's so unfair!" Jimmy looked pained, as if it was his birthday and nobody remembered it. "| must buy you 


something.” 

"But the shops are closed," Robert smirked. "And you don't need to." 

"Oh, shut up!" Jimmy pulled Robert by the collar and pressed his lips on the other's. 

He gasped when he realized what he was doing. It was the weed's fault, of course, but Robert felt nice. The 
birthday boy was as still as ice, but when his eyes closed and his lips moved the slightest bit, Jimmy was in 
heaven. He felt Robert's timid hands land on his sides. They explored each other's lips like two awkward 
teenagers, then Jimmy nudged Robert's lips open with his tongue. And in the next moment, he found himself 
sliding over to Roberts seat and onto his lap. They kissed each other gingerly, trying very hard not to be 
turned on. Robert tasted of weed mingled with sunshine and happiness, and Jimmy felt his rays spreading in 
every vein of his body. Before it got too much for him to handle, Jimmy pulled away. 

Jimmy loved Robert with all his heart. 

"lll give the second kiss on your next birthday." 

"lll have to wait a year for the next kiss?" Robert pouted. 


"No," Jimmy giggled, lacing Robert's hand with his own. "That kiss might be our wedding kiss." 


Robert loved Jimmy, too. 


